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WOMAN-SONGS OF THE HERERO 

A primitive people of Northwestern Africa 

SONG OF MOCKING FOR AN OLD WOMAN 

She is old, 

Her breasts are withered, 

Nobody will give cows for her. 

When she goes to carry water 

The shining black young men, 

Big, laughing lazily, 

They mock at her 

Although she carries them water and food at noon. 

"She is old," they say, 

"Old and withered like the dead mangrove 

That once had red blossoms." 

They do not know 

Red blossoms are in her heart still, 

For her breasts are withered. 

She is old: 

None zuould give cows for her. 

SONG FOR SHREDDING BARK 

If you will shred the bark, 
Little daughter, 

You shall have a hundred cows, 
You shall have a dozen lovers, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

You shall have food all day long. 

Your father will boast of you, 

Little daughter, 

Swifter to work than any of his wives. 

If you will shred the bark, 

Little daughter, 

You shall be sold to a great chief 

Head of twenty kraals — 

If you will shred the bark, 

Little daughter! 

SONG OF A WOMAN WITH TWINS 

Ou! Ou! Ou! 

When I was young and little. 

And thought' only of the mealies and the sun 

And the wet whispering river water. 

How could I tell what would befall me — 

How could I know what should come to me! 

Why did the demons come? 

Why did they make me bear 

Two bodies at one birth ? 

Ah, they were not like demons — 

They were like little helpless man-children, 

LHtle and hungry, with curling hands and feet, 

Like the son I hoped to bear! 

All the night I screamed 

And all the night I bore them — 
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